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She obeyed him, swinging at arm’
length, She felt his hands fold about
lier in & girm grasp as she let go her
hold, and she caught her breath sud-

denly, she did not know why, and
Telt the hot blood sweep her face—
and then she was standing on the

ground.

“Now!"™ he whispered. “Togeth-

er”
They sped around the corner of the
tenement, A well from Danglar fol-
lowed them. An echoing yell from
above answersd—and then a fusllade
of abortive shots, and the sound as
of bhoot heels clatterings on the iron
rangs of the fire escape; and then,
more faintly, for they were putting
distance behind them as fast as they
could run, an excited outburst of pro-
fanity and exclamations.

“They won't follow!"” panted the
Adventurer, “Those shots of theirs
outdoors will have alarmed the palice,
and they'll try and get Danglar free
first. It's Incky vour shot Inside
wasn't haard by tha patrolman on the
beat, T was afraid of that., But we'ra
gafs now-—from Danglar's crowd, at
least."

But still they ran. They crosaed an
intersecting street, and continued on
alnng the lane; then swerving into
the next intersecting sireet, moderat-
their pace to a rapid walk—and
stopped finally only as Rhoda Gray
drew suddenly into the
another alleyway, and held ont her
hand. They were both safe now, as
e had sald And there were sn many
reasons why, thauzh her resolation
faltered a little, should the
rest of the way alone She was not
surs that she trusted this strance
“rentleman,” whe was a thief with
hiz pockets crammed eaven fow with
the money that had lured him
to his death: bur, she
altogather sure that she'’
him. But all that was
Ehe must, as soon as she
hack to Gyvpsy Nan's
! other night, =he
1he risk thal Danglar.

orf

=he =0

WiIEs mnot
distrustesd
secondary.
conld,
Farret.

dared not
by any chance,

too,

zet

return there—and find her gone aftar
what had just happened The man
would bea beside himssIlf with furv,

euspiclons of everything—and suspl-
cion wounld be fatal in ite consauences
for her. And =o she must go. And
the could not hacome Gypsy Nan
pzain with the Adventurer looking on!

‘“Wea part here'" she said r little
unsteadily., "Good night!™

“0h, 1 may, Mise Grav!"”" he pro-
iested nickly. *“You don't mean that!
Why, look here, I haven't had .1
chanee to tell you what T think, or
what T fesl, about what yvou've done
tonight—for me.""

She shoek her head.

‘There 1s nothing you need say,”™
shes answered wuaietly “*We are only
nnits. You have done quite as much
for me"

“HBat, sea heare, Misas Gray!"™ ho
pleaded,. “Can’'t we come to soms un-
derstanding 7 We seem to have a
ot In common Is It quite nec-
essary, really necessary. that vou
should keep me off at arm’s-length?
‘ouldn't vyou let down the bars just
a littla? Conldn’'t you tell me, for
instance, where I could find youn In
«isa of—real necessity ™

She shook her head again.

“*No,” she said. *“It iz impossible.”

He drew a little closer. A sud-
ilrn earnestness deepened his voice,
made it rasp a litle, as though It were
not wholly within control.

“And suppose, Miss Gray, that T re-
fusn to leave vou, or to let vou go,
now that T have you here, unless you
#ive me more of vour confidence?
What thenT"

‘““The other night.” she =ald slowly.

*vou Iinformed mae, among other
things, that you wera a gentleman.

1 balievad the other thing="
He 4did not answer for a moment—

gand then he smiled whimsically.

“You he mur-
anured.

“Good night,
*“1 will go by
ihe street.”

“No! Walt!™ he sald gravely. *“If
nothing will change your mind—and
I shall not be importunate, for, as we
have met three t!mes now through
the same peculinr chailn of circom-
stances. 1 know we shall meet again—

score, Miss Gray.”

wee

then she sald asain.
the alley here; you by

1 have something to tell vyou. before
vou go, As you already know, I
went to Gypsy Nan's the night after
I first saw you, because 1 felt you
needed help. I went there in the
hope that, eince she had tricked

Iorke in your bhehalf, yon would find

means of communicating with her
wzain. Put all that is entirely chansg.
ol mow. Your participation in that

l{uyvden-BRond affair the other mnight
makes Gypsy Nan's place the Inst In
n!l New York to which you should
o

I ia Gray stared throuzh the
emi-darknoess, suddenls atartied.
= ins the Adventurer's face.

“Wihat do you mean?"” she demand-
ad nuickly.

. this," he answered. “That
'+ before 1 hoped you would
T have apent nearly all the tima
1z the vicinity of
WA Yl
to resch her.™

uxt

b o BEO
There,
eince then in
Nan's house

should try

haunt
Gypsy away

in case vou

“}J—1 don't understand.” she esdd
2 tle uncertainls
i= simple enough.” he said

almost |

shadows of |

will remember it. But I must go now.

Good-night again'”
He sald something.

know what.

She did not
She only knew that she
was hurrying along the alleyway now,
and that he had made no effort to
stop her, and that she was grateful to
him for that, an dthat her composure,
strained to the breaking point, would
nave given away if she had remalned
with him another Instant, Danglar's
wife! It was dark here In the allay-
way, and she did not know where It
led to. 3ut did it matter? And she
stumbled as she went along. But it
was not the physical inablility teo sea
that made her stumble — 1t was a
brain-blindness that fogged her soul
itself His wifa! Gypsy Nan was
Danglar's wife.
—_—XT—

SOME OF THE LESSER BREED

Danglar's wife! It had been a
night of horror; n night without
sleep; a night, after the guttering
candle had gone out, when the black-
ness of the gzarret possessed added
terrors created by an imagination
which could not control. She
counld have fled from t, creaming mn
panic-stricken hysteria — but there
had been no other place a&= safe as
that Safe! The word seemed
to reach the uttermaost depths of
irony. Well, it was true,
wasn't .

She wanted to return
there; itaelf had revolted
Agalnst she had dared to do
nothing And all through that
night, huddlad on the oidge of the
cot bed, her fingers clinging tena-~
cion=ly o her revolver as though
afraid for an instant to relin-
quish it from her gasp, listening, lis-

she

Wis,

Safel
1t?
had
her saul

it; but
else,

not

even

Likas |
tnke |

ening, always listening for a footstep
that might come up from that dark
hall below, thea footstep that would
climax all the terrors that had surged
upon her, her mind had kept on re-
iterating, always reiterating those
words of the Adventurer — “Gypsy
Nan is Danglar's wife.”

And they were still with her, those
words. Daylight bhad come again,
and passed again, and it was evening
onee more; but those words remain-
ed, insensibis to change, immutahle
in their forsboding. And Rhoda
Gray, as Gypsy Nan, shuddered now
a8 she scuffled along a shabby street
deep in the heart of the East Side.
She waes Danglar's wife—by proxy.
At dawn that morning when the gray
had coma creeping into the miserable
attle through the smal] and dirty win-
dow panes, she had fallen on her
knees and thanked God she had been
apared that footstep. It was strenge!

She had poured out her soul in pas-
sionate thankfulness then that Dang-
lar had not come—and now she was

deliberately on her way to seek Dang- |

Iar himself! But the
done more
thysical darkness of the past night;
it had brought, if not a measure of
relief, at least a sense of guldancs,
and the final declslon,perilous though
it was, which she meant now to put
into execution.

dayiight had

There was no other way—unless
she were willing to admit defeat, to
Eive up everything, her own good
name, her father's name, to run from

it all and lve henceforth in hiding
in some obscure place far awnay,
branded in the life she would have

left behind her as a despleable crim-
inal and thief. And she
would not, do this while her intul-
tlon, at least, inspired her with the
faith to belleve that there was still
A chance of clearing herself. It was
the throw of the dice, perhaps—but
thers was no other way. Danglar,
and those with him. ware at the'bot-
tom of the crime of which she wasa
held guilty. She could not go on as

she had been doing, merely In ths
hope of stumbling upon some clew
that would serve to exonerate her,

There was not time enough for that.
Tanglar's trap set for herself and

the Adventurer last might In old
Wicky Viner's room proved that. Ana
the fact that the woman who had

originally masqueraded as Gypey Nan
—asa ghe, Rhoda Gray, waAs masquer-
ading now—was Danglar's wife, prov-

ed it a thousandfold more. She could
no longer remain passive, arguing
with herself that it took #ll her wits

and all her efforts to maintain her-
self in the role of Gypsy Nan, which
wemporarily was all that stood be-
twesn hor and prison bars. To do so
meant the certainty of disaster sooner
or later, and if it meant that, the
need for lmmediate action of an of-
fen=ive sort was imperative.

And so her mind was made up, Her
chance was to find her way into

only

| the full intimacy of the criminal band

| iead; to

| There was Shiuker's

“Gypsy Nan I= now ones of those you
have most to fTear Gypsy XNan is |
merely B disguise She is no more
Gypey Nan than you are”™

Rhede Gray caught har breath

“Wot Gypsy Nan!"' =ha repeated—
&nd fought to keep her veoice in con-
Trol “Who Is =zhe. then™"

Adventurer laughed =shortly

he iz quite closely connected with
t gentleman we himself
the Tire escape.’

on

said grimly
“3ypsy Nan is Danglar's wife™
Tt was very strange, very curfous—

the alleyway seemed suddenly to be
revolving around and around. and i
scremed to bring her a giddiness and
a faintness The Adventurer wan
sranding there before her, but sha did
nnt see him any more. she ceuld only

see. as from a brink upen whioh she

of which Danglar was apparently the
searchy out its lar and its
personnel; to reach to the heart of it;
toe know Danglar's private maove-
ments, and to discover where he lived
=0 that shea might watch him It
was not h a hopeles=s '

such task!
knew by
scarcely more than
clique, but at
point from

urely

three of this
least =she had g
which to work
funk shop whers

startnes

she had turned the tables on Dang-
ar and Skseny on the night they had
planned to make the Sparrow thelr

obvious, therefore.
that Shluker hims=elf, the propristor
of the 1% shop, was one of the or-
ranization, She was golng to Shlu-
ker's now.

Rhoda Grayv halted suddenly,
stared wonderingly a little way
the biock shead of her. Asgs though
by magic a crowd was collecting
around doorway of =& poverty-
stricken, tumble-down frame house
that made tha cornsr of an allerway
And wher=2 but an instani before
jastline hummnaity had been
{1« wrangling with the
n wheo lined the curb,
» now desspeted by svery

PaRawmn. It was

and

sha

stresat's
immersed in
push
the ca

we

tottered.' s gulf, abysmal in its horror, one save their owners, whose caution
that yawned before her. exceaded their curiosity-—and the

“Thank vyou—thank yvon for thelcrowd grew mementarily Jarger in
warning.” Was that her voice speak- l front of the house.

ing so calmly and dispassionateiy? “}

(To Be Continued)

could mnot,

|
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Mrs. Sanger to Girdle Globe ,

By Anxnte G. Porzrrr
Managing Editor Birth Control Review

In spite of agitation about dificulties in securing her passport, and in
naving it viséd by the Jananese consul, Mrs. Margarct Sanger started on
schedule time for her visit to the Orient—a visit which will mean a trip
around the world before she reaches New York world-wide
discussion concerning the possibility of passport or visé being denied her,
shows the importance of her mission in the
minds of both her opponents and her
friends. That the foremost advocate of
the voluntary restriction of population
should be about to carry her messa
to the Orient—to the section of the world
where human multiplication is most rapid
and uncontrolled—fareshedows a new
era in diplomacy and politics—as well as
a new phase of eivilization.

Mrs. Sanger’s first stop Is Honoluln
where lectures have been arranged for her.
From Honolulu she will proceed to Japap.
Lectures here are being arranged by the zroup
of Japanese progressives connected with the
publication of the magazine “Kaizo." Japan
has already learned to lessen her formerly
enormous death rate by the adoption of
modern sanitation, hygiene and nedicine.
The group that brought ahout these changes
now desires to efect a civilized balance of
populalion by the lowering of the birth rate.
In conformity with this ides, this group
asked Mrs. Sanger to peint out the way to
altain their ideal.

While in Japan, Mrs. Sanger will be the guest of Baroness Ishimoto,
daughter in law of the ex-Minister of War.

The first International Birth Control Congress, which has been arranged
by the Malthusian League of Great Britain, is to be held in London July 7-11.
Mrs. Sanger will attend this Conference, where she will head the delegation
from the American Birth Control League. In this delegation will he Mrs.
Ann Kennedy, Executive Secretary of the American Birth Control League:
Miss Clara Louise Rowe, and Mrs. Annie G. Porritt, Managing Editor of
the Birth Coptrol Review.

On Mrs. Sanger's return to this comntry it is planned to have a huge
mass meeting in New York. In the meantime a mass mecting will be held
in the Lexington Opera House, and will be a vindication of the right to hold
such meetings—a right which has been fully acknowledged in the hearings
before Commissioner Hirshfield concerning the action of the police in break-
ing up a mecting called for November 13.

The outcome of these hearings is practically the serving of notice on the
‘m]ice anthorities all over the United States, that there is no justification in
aw for interference with the peaceable holding of meetings to disecuss the
policy of Birth Control or the amendment of the laws which now prevent
the giving of information.

Mrs. Margaret Sanger

WHEN GOLD WAS WASTED!

among the foremost gold-producing
countries of the world.

The auwriferous wealth must have
been so great and so near the surface
that the ancient gold-diggers mined
but lightly to take awav their for-
tunes. For every ten sgquare miles
of Rhodesia there is an ancient mine,
which means that 735,000 old holes
have been found, showing that tre
mendous treasure was taken out. Ex-
perts assert that the ancient smelting
farnaces are still ecasy to recognize,

Gold-workings, which many ex-
plorers contend are the remnants of
“King Solomon’s mines” in the
Biblical land of Ophir, have been
discovered In Rhodesia, Union of
South Africa. Evidences of great
waste in gold have been uncovered
in the search, showin that the
ancient miners were careless of their
wealth which must have been enorm-
ous. In spite of the vast fortunes
which doubtless have been extracted
in, the way of precions metal, the being sunk low in the ground with
record i3 being exceeded in modern their blowpipes made of the fiacst
sclentific mining, for Rbhodesia is granite powder cement. 3

WATER CHAMPION?
NO! HE'’S SENATOR

Sen. G. Wharton Pepper.

Pennsylvania, with its sturdy
Dutch population. seems to rou to
husky statesmen. [Loies Penrose
was a giant Sen. Crow is over
six feett And George Wharton
Pepper is as husky as they make

em. Sen. Knox was the excep-
tion which proves the rule. In ad-
dition to being a senator and a
swimmer, Pepper is a catcher, Last
summer he went through nine

| bizas, wur J':nc*.nds-_l

Insect Destruction

Remember the birds this spring.
The possibilities of the increase of
forest insects are so appalling that
otent forces to keep them within
ounds are indispensable; otherwise,
insects might destroy all forest trees.
The numbers of insect species that
attack a single tree sometimes run
into hundreds, and the individuals of
each species if unchecked would soon
number untold millions. Before such
countless hordes man would be
powerless.
Vermin Destruction

Mice and rabbits kill young trees
by gnawing off the bark in winter,
thus girdling them. Therefore,
hawks, owls and other predatory
birds that kill rodents and so tend to
hold their numbers down perform an
inestimable service in the forest.
Most of these birds nest in the woods,
and although they hunt much for field
mice in the open, they feed also on
squirrels, wood mice and rabbits.
Forest Guardians

We can spray orchards and shade
trees with poisonous insecticides, but
we would stand aghast at the impos-
sible task of spraying all the trees in
all the woods. We must perforce de-
pend on the natural enemies of in-
sects to protect our forests. Fortu-
nately, birds and other foes of in-
sects., wherever their numbers are
:‘uﬂic:ir_nt. act as effective forest guar-

ians.

A Noiseless Bird

The plumage of the owl is so en-
veloped in fine and downy filaments
that its flight is noiseless. It takes its
victims unawares and therefore is
able to overcome animals much larger
and heavier than itsclf.—From The
American Foreelry Magazine.

OF 76 KNOTS, HOW
MANY CAN YOU TIE?

“You will often hear a per-
son say,” an old sea captain
said, “that they are going to
tie a knot, but few know there
are seventy-six kinds of knots.
The simple knot is known to
everybody, but the other sev-
enty-five are not generally

OWTL

“Some of the knots that the
public rarely hear of and yet
are used daily in shipping cir-
cles are the Englishman’s tie,
the Staffordshire kmnot, the
slippery hitch, the Turk's
head, the running bowling
knot, the harmess hitch, the
surgeon’s knot, the clove hitch,
the magnus hitch, the rolling
hitch, the B8panish windlass
and the wall knot™

BABE RUTH'S
U NDERSTUDY
—Now that
Judge Landls
has finally and
irrevocably
ruled that the
“Big Bam"” must
serve out his
penance, Chick
Fewstar(above),
Yankee utllity
man, has been
picked to “fill
his shoes.”

(N. Y. Am.)
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When A Girl Marries

By ANN LiISLE.

CHAPTER 531 and pathetle, T think you're much

Copyright, 1920, King Features Syn- | more likely to speak to Tony's heapt.
dicate, Inc. Forgive me if I've rushed in"

“Didn't you say that Lyons and “You haven't—" insisted Carlotta

Tony's car were calling for us?” I | Yexcept where 1 nvited vou. 1'“;

asked of Carlotta abruptly as we | been frank all along after a fashion,

spun along toward our neighboring | Now T'll put in plain, simple An-
yet divergent destinations. glo-Saxon monosyllables, I love Tony.
“That's what I understood. Rath-|I want to marry him And if life
er, I took it for granted.” replied | wont give me that—it hns nothing
Carlotta easily. woarth while for me That rfheans l
I lzmughed to cover my embarrass-| want Tony to care for me—fop MES,
ment and excitement. There was|mind you.”
littla or mno likelihood that Carlotta “For you—yes" 1 replied, sensing
had any idea what associations this| her argument. “But vou are just ns
car in which she was so calmly rid-| much you when you're showing tha

ing, had for me. But I flung out & FSweet, zentle zide of your nature as
“fealer™ In the form of a guestion. when yvou're insisti on being self-
“Think we're being splrited away in | sufficient and sturdy and Independenz.
gsome strange car by any queer | Tony has always liked the black-and-
chance?" I asked. white-checked-suited-and -red-sallor-
*“No chance,” returned Carlotta, | hatted Carlotta. Now let’s see how

“When I got to the steps I found this
man walting. He called me by name
As neat as you please, sand told me
that he was the new chauffeur for
Mrs. Dalton's new car and had coma
to take us to Dreamwaold. Of courss
I eonldn’t ask him what had become
of Lyons and Tony Norrey's car. But
I suppose I'll hear when I get to Vir-

the slim flame of a woman encased in
black clouds appeals to him." .
Carle me for a
Then she turned and gazed ol *
the fields sloping away on the right.
Presently turned back tuo
with her eyves wilde and gentle,
bt wouldn®t be
mng my O

she

nposing” or exploit-

loss

minking the wrong
ginia's" sport of app —ane that won't make

“Had you heard Pat speak of buv- | him ecarce lor the best of ma, the
ing & car?" 1 asked. things I long to be?"

“No—but I haven't sesn him for “Tt will nor.t 1 replicd  srimiy.
two minutes at a stretch for the last | “Men don't always see the obvio(is
ten davs. Having Neal away means| You know that where Tony's con-
that I'm at the Sturges Construction | corned you anre a loving, clinging, de-
Coa. all day—while Pat is tied tight to | voted and simple woman Fle's al-
the Dalton-Sturges offices, S0 he|ways seen you #ns n sturdy business
might buy a couple of limousines|Wwoman to be admired, but perhaps
without guetting off the more im- | Not to be desired Show him a new
portant subject of real estate long | Physieal aspect and he'll Elop wAnd
enough to discuss soch a personal| wonder. Then the sweetness af which

your presence s the
bol will
mind.”

Astonishingly,

ountwnrd
ant

matter.”

“Then you feel pretty sure that this
is all right?" I queried. as intent on
wondering where Tony's car could he

Sy Im-

pengirate s masculine

Carlotta wizzled:

na because the thought of riding thus “You're so real and simple your-
in my own ex-car had a queor fas-|seclf that this advice con L from vou
cination for me. sounds as il a lambkin were telling
“If anyone steals me—he or she la|a hulldozr how to escape a fox—aop
welcome,” replied Carlotto, wearlly. | telling [ox how 1o get the grapes
Then s=he hrightened to ask: Funny | on the top of thoe vine. Howesver—
about Tonv's car. Do ¥ou think this| I'll stay as T am—aquiet and shdued.
can mean he's coming home soon?" I was going to try to ‘pop’ myself up
“It may.” I responded. *We'll give | for Tony—1o laugh and try to amuse
him a rousing welcome—won't we, | him FPerhaps that would have baen
Carlotta. playing a game more than {t is just
Carlotta®s ‘hand flew te her heart|to stay as [ am—with my lHfe—empty
aid she turned humid eves on me. | Unless he wants me*
“Do vou think it would be wicked of “*And if you want further sndvica
me to stop wearing black?” she de- | from the good fairfes—'" T began,
mandad suddenly. “*Y hate to have | striving for o lighter note:
him se=e me looking so badly. 1 want But Carlotta would not he swavad
to—be as attractive—as I can.” from the deep and earnest sincerily
Whsat I wanted to sav was: “ For | with which =he was reveallng her-
mercy’'s sake, stay in black, then, and | self ta me Sho leaned Torward with
don't go back to your fiabboyant col- | a phassionate abandon of Tce and
ors and checks.™ volece and cried:

But cannot lunge &t a good “Anne—do you think I'm some hor-

one

friend in matters of taste, so—with | rible sort of—superwoman or vamp
the coynlickm horn of my realization | or something? O would you fight
that Virginia keeps on the right side|as I'm going to with all vour heart
of successes—I found another angle | and soul and body? Would you 1
“of attack. you had to? Wounld vou, I mesn
*Tou couldn’t appeal more to Tony | supposing Jim weren't VOUrs—sun
thar by not looking your best. His | posing he belonged to some other
friendship for me was horn of the | woman, or stopped caring for you or
knowledge that I needed him. And |something absurd like that?"”
nothing held him so strongly to Betty My hand flew to my hear I relt
as his sympathy for her pride and | my face blanch.
the wounded arm which threatened “Don‘t say such terrible things!" T

to maim ‘her. Tn Virginia's case therc

S b eatiangemiant Tomn Bit X4 cried as ir 1.hr.‘ mere o iggestion were
sne. ‘Tony in the sguire of dames—in making it s6. Then. recovering my-
‘dinn’ ST self, T langhed melodramatically.
stress. iexE -
I'd fight with tooth sind fist and

e . = " ap-

1 ttI dq: ;:et?;d?}lfs pity.” flashed Car my dying breath for Jim."
otta unes : :

"'R'.ﬂf his sympathy—your mourn- We both laughed at the herodles tn
ing i= sure to appeal to that. And | m¥ volce and worg and pestures,
vour pallor makes you very sweet Then, Imitating my manner, Carlotin
and gentle, Carlotta, As vou used |cried:
to be, you would command Tony's “"And I'd help yvou—if only to keep
regard and respect—his friendship: | Four hands off—mfy man.”
but as vou are today, looking sweet (To Re Continued)

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX
£

Who Occupies a Unique Positlon In| to telephone i= bound to be s miser-
the Writing World As An Author- =
able performunce For even a lovin
ity on the Problems of Romance l g B
“AMpast women sit and wait all thelr devoted man I= almost cortaln fo be
{ives for men to come home or to tel- | Interested In his job—Iin his part of

ephone them,” said my friend Gen-
eva, 'If a woman |sn't walting for a
man to meet her, she's waiting for
him to telephone and tell her why he

the world's
make
4 parasite woman

work. And he ecan't
ering: to

ahbout

his business In life o

who negs

can't his neck demanding that he feed her
That's pretty c¥nieal, and I am not | labby ego with the attentlons she
ons to hold with cymicism. But 1t's | ... upon. .
true enough that women who have Most <oz ) tadt
nothing important to do are likely to Most women who feell miserable
git around waiting for something to and neglected wouldn't have time to
turn up, after the fashion of the Im- | notice a lack of littie attentions and

mortal Mr. Micawber. excitements in their lves if they had
The busy woman,like the busy man. | ;0 yope 10 keep them thinking
has something definite to occupy her healthily

attention. And so she doesn't often
go through the agony of =itting and =

walting for things to I;:Iappen to !;:;1: ’
;?: ;n'tm:akl:;m:ehii: g:ng uﬁ;’: Evr::hi le sh;: wogiNA z{)g% PRE(I},ATDS
IS SEVENTY-TWO

waits for =antertainment or pleasant
miracles,

When I was a youngster I used to
come home from high school at night
wondering if Fd find a letter or If
thers would be a wonderful new de-
sert or if there would be—something
different in the house. It was an In-
nocent enough yearning for change
and excitement which lay at the back
of my eagerness for =momething to
happen to me. But generally it didn't
happen—or if it did, It didn't mat-
ter!

Even the bilessed miracle of lova
tsn't altogether a s=pontapsous com-
pustion—a thing which happens to
you It's a thing you make happenys
by Four deserving-

Ne ons has to

wit and walt for
things to come to her, Mostly they
don't. Buat anvone can have the fun
of trying to make things happen—not
necessarily to herself, but in the world
about her. ~

To be part of the creative force of
life, to feel the power to construct,
no matter whether it Is a loafl of
‘bread or a wonferful new poem
youva maade, ls to be part of the
iife force. To add to the world's
riches ils to be wich.

Wea can't sit around consuming and
demanding sternally. BEome time
we've got to be consiyuctive forces,

Lo -~ /

-— - -

Mra. Anna 5. Keundall
Anna M. Eeudall, 72, of

;

Inst=ad of merely destructive ones. Deer Park, Ala., is ths orly —om-
The woman who is a producer is| 2n road supervisor in south
bound to be happier than the one| and is known as "bg wﬁafi'dm.
whe merely romsumes other folks dm'g:‘ :::d‘-“ 3 or i ¥ SAars
product. And the busy woman hasn't and and ": n]dnlnlmb.-nh-‘- =
time to make herself miserable sit-| = mﬂmope. e road butldere e
ting and waliting for pleasant thinga| & hlul '_““’Sh.‘d. o' ilder b2

to befall her. 8She learns that there
is nothing pleasanter than making
things happen, than doing thing=.than
earning her way as she goes thro%:‘h




